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pilots, too.   We parted, he raising his green hat in an old-world
manner.   Never trust men with green hats.
Two days later a woman came to my hotel and said Norberthad
important news for me, and I should meet him at a bar near the
CancbuTC; she had an open modest smile. Norbert took me aside
in the bar and said that he knew where- the Gaullist organization
was to be found, In fact, he was in touch with them,
"Not so quickly/' he said. "I don't get myself involved in such
dangerous matters just for the fun of it. I want money for it. Not
from you. You're a friend. But from die Belgians, I don't want
much. Fm not one of your fifty thousand francs crooks. Two
thousand francs from each and only payable after they'd been signed
on, and if they find the organization satisfactory." That sounded
fair enough. He would be seeing a certain French cavalry captain,
who was one of the organizers. "If you double-cross me," I said,
"I don't mind going back to Chaves, but you'll come with me. I'm
no longer a beginner,"
"You're mad," he said.   "Only you could double-cross me."
I went to see the Belgians. Pierre was delighted. The man
interested in the Stock Exchange said that he was an officer, and if
any tiling happened to him there were in Marseilles plenty of Belgian
officers to avenge him. 1 contended that I wanted to get out, but
I didn't want to cat rutabaga again; so we should watch our steps.
I saw Norbert in the evening and he was perspiring and told me the
captain had put him through his paces and now he wished he hadn't
tackled this affair; it wasn't in his line. He liked little harmless
affairs but not things like that. What about the Belgians? Were
they to be trusted? How did I know they weren't mouchardsl If
they were, the Gaullists would kill him. He shuddered. Eventually
he suggested meeting one of them; but only one. So 1 went and
saw the Belgians and Pierre immediately volunteered to meet
Norbert. The meeting was theatrical: I felt like laughing. Norbert
exhorted Pierre to be careful, and then we fixed a date for the
follow injj day, at two in the afternoon.
"We shouldn't do that," Pierre whispered. "At two in the after-
noon I go every day to the Bar-Tabac in the Place de Rome, and it
would arouse suspicion if I changed my habits." 1 roared with
laughter. As if anybody cared about his habits. He was hurt. He
said he was so careful that he wouldn't dream of drinking a marc
with his coffee since it was his habit to have a brandy with it. Later
he wrote my telephone number on a piece of paper. He assured me
there was no cause to worry, because if the police caught him he
would swallow that paper.